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PREFACE 


“It has survived uncovering 
and now I face the harder part: 
to resurrect in Alphabet 
what dies in transplant from the heart!” 
JL 


John Wheelock said, “Words are not playthings... they arenoteven 
tools, but the outward evidence of an inner reality.” I think of a 
poem as being a unique kind of transplant from the heart or mind 
or whatever term we choose to apply to that “inner reality.” This, 
I believe, is the essence of poetry: an expression of something that 
lives and develops within an individual. Emily Dickinson once 
asked her mentor, Thomas Wentworth Higginson, whether her 
verses “breathed.” She was intensely aware of their reality within 
her, but she needed assurance that they had survived transplanta- 
tion. 


Such a process is never painless, nor can it be accomplished in a 
hurry. Most of my own poetry has been years in the making: it has 
required that much time for me to convert my “inner reality” that 
store of experiences, emotions, thoughts, ideas, and occasional bits 
of inspiration—into a form in which it might be viable externally. 
During this process, my poems-to-be were hardened by alternate 
bouts of pruning and feeding, minute attention and profound 
neglect, before they were finally—hopefully—resurrected and made 
available in “alphabet” to others. 


The voice and the perspective throughout this volume are my 
own—that is, Eve’s. While many of my poems reflect what I believe 
are universal or widely shared aspects of human experience, Book 
II is more introspective in nature, mirroring much of my own 
personal experience, including prolonged bouts with clinical de- 
pression. My dedication to my husband barely suggests what his 
love, devotion and support have meant to me. I cannot fail to 
express my deep appreciation to W. D. White for his sensitive 
encouragement and invaluable assistance over many years. And 
then, there was always Kathy. 


Jean Lenski 
Chapel Hill 
January, 1993 
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FOREWORD 


When in the fall of 1979 I first read a number of Jean Lenski’s poems, 
I was immediately struck by their deceptive simplicity, delicate 
reserve, and nuanced statement and sensibility. I had the impres- 
sionthat, unaware, I had come upona modern Emily Dickinson, yet 
with her own distinctive voice. 


Come spring of 1980, in one of our weekly St. Andrews public 
readings, I chose selections from John Berryman, Richard Eberhart, 
Emily Dickinson, and Robinson Jeffers. Along with these estab- 
lished poets, I featured some of Jean Lenski’s verse. The audience 
response seemed to confirm that it belonged there! 


Now more than a decade later, the time has come for Jean Lenski’s 
poems, in a more permanent form, to find their place in the rich 
context of American letters. They have been nurtured and refined 
over many years of their author’s full and productive life. 


Married for more than forty years to the sociologist Gerhard 
Lenski, Jean Lenski co-authored with him the college text HUMAN 
SOCIETIES, now inits sixth edition. Together they have reared two 
daughters and two sons, themselves distinguished in parenting, in 
medicine, in scientific research, and in writing. 


A very private person, Jean Lenski reflects in her poetry the 
fundamental privacy at the heart of much modern verse. But we 
sense that as she writes, she is aware that others are looking over her 
shoulder. Human presences breathe through these pages: hus- 
band-lover, sons and daughters, the marginalized poor, the 
mentally-distressed. These and many others come alive through 
their human and humane presence. They have faces and a voice. 
Firmly rooted in the concrete experiences and relationships of the 
poet’s own life, these poems nonetheless reverberate with the 
universal potential of all sentient, self-aware beings. 


A product of the post-theistic culture that is struck by the vastness 
of cosmic space and the littleness of sub-atomic particles, this 


poetry is profoundly religious. Informed by a numinous sense of 
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awe, it calls attention to and celebrates the depths of ordinary 
human experience — the depths of beauty and joy and loss in all 
mortal relationships. 


Rigorous in its economy, the simple, concrete language conceals a 
depth of feeling that suddenly leaps unaided upon us. Often the 
lively sensuality of erotic imagery gives way to motifs of mortality, 
muted and plaintive with a sense of longing, fulfillment, and loss. 
In this symbiotic juxtaposition of love and death, the ancient 
religious imagination of the West is articulated afresh. Eros and 
Thanatos have again embraced each other! 


But of course what finally matters is that in these poems Jean Lenski 
has found her own persuasive voice. I am confident, and pleased, 


that her voice will now reach a “fit audience though few!” 


W. D. White 
Easter Day, 1993 
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GENESIS 


PATTERNS 


across the cosmic curve 

a breath primordial bears 

the pieces under night 
down light along light years 


carving a pulse for time 
out of infinity 

fanning the fires of change 
indust in deity 


disturbing without rest 
the cell, the star, the brain 
that labors to discern 

a Breather witha Plan 
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MUSINGS ON SCIENCE 


Since waves of sound elicit tears, 

and memory erases years, 

and stars are dead whose light we see, 
and speed turns stone to energy; 


Since in a droplet life abounds, 

while vast, mute space our Race surrounds, 
and Man anesthetizes pain 

then wakens agony again; 


Since Love, though rarely, comes to dwell 
and triumph even in our Hell, 

the science of a world so odd 

must be the secret, still, of God. 


GENESIS 


THOUGHTS WHILE SUN-BATHING 


A twig, asmall abandoned shell, 

a hundred thousand grains of sand 

lie in my vision in the space 

shaped by my towel and arm and hand 
and set me wondering on the Mind 
behind the Hand that rocks the sea, 

the Hand that writes on every thumb 
in infinite variety. 


Then power pounding in the tide 
zeroes a question at my brain: 

would One who creates snowflakes fail 
to write “unique” on every grain? 
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OBSERVATORY 


Stars must be seen from the shore, 
from a place bereft of light 

and devoid of every comfort. 

And the water must be cold. 


Memorize these instructions 
and go to that place alone. 


First, stand with your feet in the surf: 
you are here to study waves. 

(and the water must be cold) 
Now stand up straight, look up 
...no, head back further. Further! 
This is all meant kindly, you know, 
to help you understand. 
For this ocean in which you are standing 

(our ocean, so safe, so narrow) 
is part of a study in contrasts. 
And the sand shifting under your feet 

(... bereft of every comfort) 
will further your feeling for change. 
And the pounding of the surf 

(...make certain: it is cold) 
may lead you to ponder 


silence 


Only you and the surf and the stars 
and the sand 
shifting 
shifting 


Head back. Bravely. 
You're beginning to understand. 


GENESIS 


ODE ‘TO SPACE 


I stand beneath a frozen sky 

and focus on a single star: 

I need to find the feel of light 

so I can feel how light waves are. 

I strive tu think how it would be 

tu learn the speed that light waves know. 
I try tu hold the thought to me 

of how a million years would go... 
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Oh deepest ocean, black and cold, 

so wide that light alone can span, 

my Self subsides when I behold 

our night—thrown wide for you again! 
Our night that frames a narrow view 

of all you are of dark and light! 

Our night that catches news of you 
from waves on shores beyond our sight! 
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How cana finite mind perceive 
the awful meaning of that sea? 
How dare it look and not believe 
another Mind’s infinity? 
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GENESIS 


LIGHT 
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GENESIS 


NIGHT LIGHT 


By day an isolate, Earth spins 
steeped in our labor and our war, 
blinded by golden tentacles 
thrown on her by a jealous star. 


Only with darkness can she know 

the light those sun-drenched hours deny: 
it streaks across the universe 

and links the Heavens to her sky. 
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LIGHT HANDLERS 


i. Ocean 


I like the way you handle light. 

I’ve seen you catch an enervated ray 
upon a lazy crest 

and make it leap and conjure gold again. 


You toss it briefly in a bright 

and effervescent wave suffused with spray, 
then launch it, blazing, off a molten breast, 
straight at my startled brain. 


ii. Tree 


I like the way you handle light. 

Waves that to me seem still too pure, too bright, 
despite their enervating drop down space, 

you pass through sieves. 


You hold them, fold them in your generous leaves, 
dilute their golden arrogance with grace, 

then lay them like a blessing on my face 

and on my sight. 


GENESIS 


MOONLIGHT 


How does moon pour off 
such dainty servings of herself? 


Even when she is full 
her light runs tentatively into places 
as if looking for something precious, 


while sun’s light is 
already everywhere, 
and what it seeks, 

it has already found. 


Moon’s whiteness runs with reticence 
into brief forgotten corners, 

across expanses saved 

from the mundane. 


Slipping silently into some spaces, 
declining to enter others, 

moon defines light and dark 

as other luminaries cannot, 


and sparse silver teaches us 
what black is, 
and what silence means. 
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MOONWALK 
1969 


Those of us who’d hoped, 
right to the very end, 

that somehow there would be 
green cheese—even a little— 
forgave them and rejoiced: 

it was so beautiful 

in earthlight! 


GENESIS 


LIGHT IN OCTOBER 


The light that strikes October’s leaves 

spills undiluted off the sun. 

Perfected by integrity, 

its ancient reticence is gone: 
It makes new statements as it moves 
and yields itself to maple groves. 


Jean Lenski 


14 


AFTER OCTOBER 


After the glory and after the rains, 
that bright, too-easy flame is gone. 
Here is color we can believe: 

no explanations, no apologies. 


Of all those acres of green innocence, 
these only these stayed into suffering, 
proving the rumored frost, the icy vein, 
the winds divorced so long from summer. 


I think of fine old saints prepared to die 
who emanate a light they’ve made their own. 


Beneath subdued November’s shrouded sky, 
these colors leap unaided to our eyes. 


GENESIS 


LIGHT, INC. 


White dogwood trees, 
full-blown beneath a full moon in the breeze. 


If ever blooms incorporated light, 
these do tonight. 
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WATERS 


GENESIS 
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GENESIS 


OLD PULSES 


Black water roars beneath a sky 

faded a shade by some far light 

and marked ungenerously with white: 
scant, scattered brilliants, floating high. 


While endless endless breakers foam 
so white against such ebon deep, 

old pulses, cool and salty, leap 

to lay the lie that Heaven is home. 
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LOST WORLD 


Lost world restored to me! 
Today I am one with an ocean, 
its waves and I, a single motion, 
its salt and mine, one sea. 


Enormous gift: to know 

again so warm and sensuous a place, 
unfettered, this time, by cord or space 
tailored to embryo. 


Sophisticate of earth, 

I transfer here each staid maneuver 
adopted since I quit such cover 

to acquiesce in birth. 


Buoyant and sleek and warm, 
investigating convolution, 
reveling in de-evolution 

into aquatic form. 


Now moving smooth, I dive 


Light as light! 
Alive! 
lift turn thrust strive 
Easy! 

and 


bones melt: gone 
nerves (exquisite!) none 
Suspended ... float . . . as sleeping 


then 


twist plunge leap 
I’m leaping! leaping! leaping! 
... calling 
... they’re calling 
... they’re calling me from shore. 


Heavy, 
heavy as grieving, 
I acquiesce once more. 


GENESIS 


THE SEA AT HATTERAS 
TAKES A COTTAGE 


Wild, restless thing. A tropic beast, 

you stalk your quarry down the strand, 
you crouch, and spring, and take a feast. 
Leaving your spoor along the sand, 

you drag to lair the thing you killed. 
You stretch your sinuous self and roar, 
rippling your hide. As we rebuild, 

you spit the bones up on the shore. 
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NIGHT ON THE OCEAN 


Hear it? How it sings of 
all the wild bell rings of? 
all the cold wave flings of 
what's in the deep? 


Feel it? How its breath is 
just as old as death is? 
Just as close beneath us 
here in the dark! 


GENESIS 


CREATURES 
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GENESIS 


CURL CLOSE TO WATER 


Curl close to water 
and feel first life 
wake in the pool. 


Curl like an embryo 


—no, like a cell— 
and listen, listen. 
Nothing alive 


yet exists on this big blue ball, 
spinning within its mantle of white, 
its masses of water 


nursing and nurturing 
minute molecules 

that catch a message 
and cross the life-line. 


Listen, listen. 

Ina few billion years 
you may hear a voice 

in this primordial place. 
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THE FIRST GIFT 


—being comprised of DNA and shared in the 
first cell division, 3 to 4 billion years ago. 


Take this. It’s part of me 
and everything I know 
about this emergent art 
of getting by. 


Since what I am survived 

this long, this place, 

my information may enable you 
to live a little. 


GENESIS 


QUESTION 


A bird is singing wildly, sweetly, 

and I’m more foolish than I knew: 

with all the poems that have been written 
about those notes, I’ll try it too. 


But no! instead I'll throw 
in his direction 
crumbs, and a question: 


“How did your sweet soul know 
mine needed music so?” 
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THE WREN ON MY SHELF 


A hundred twigs were brought 
and woven by a master. 

Then, shortly after, 

from the shelf Isought 

a rope I'd left there 

and brought ruination 

on his creation. 


But did I bring despair? 


No cry of protestation, 
surely no tear: not here! 


Moments later, 
he’s busy at his new station. 
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GENESIS 


FLOWER FOR AN HOUR 


A butterfly examines me, 
tastes my white leg and will not go, 
but stubbornly taps at every pore. 


With flowers all around, I can’t but feel 
he demonstrates an innate preference. 


Antennae high, 
wings open, close... 


a ritual! 


But what am I? 
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AWKWARD, SLEEPY 


Awkward, sleepy, the grizzly heads for her bough-lined den, 
propelled by an ancient instinct triggered in her by deep 

and drifting snow that covers the places her paws have been. 
A chilliness at her brain convinces her that sleep 


in total solitude is the State of Grace for bears. 

Now she enters, curls in the quiet dark within, 

to know, for months, no life besides her own—and theirs, 

when she propels them awkward, sleepy, into their fur-lined den. 
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GENESIS 


WITH A DIFFERENCE 


Here’s an awkward creature: Man. 
growling stomach shaking frame 
sometimes hostile sometimes tame 
fear he knows, and lust, and pain 


Creature with a difference: Man. 
straighter stance and fingers nimble 
shapes a sound to form a symbol 
tames the wild dog, hones a skill 
soothes a child and heals the ill 
probes the fact to find the reason 
stores his seed to serve the season 
uses what he learns again 


Creature turned Creator: Man. 
gleans the old to build the new 
grows a rose where nothing grew 
forms a language writes a sonnet 
makes a harp and plays upon it 
colors canvas weaves a lace 
builds acity spans a space 


Casts a bullet for his brain 
Creator with a difference: Man. 
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GENESIS 


THE GARDEN 
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GENESIS 


FIRST KNOWLEDGE OF PERFECTION 


How come this almost-pain? 
I never knew a perfect day before. 
It will not be so beautiful again. 
I need more time to reassure 
myself I can endure its leaving. 
Without such knowledge, 
there is not such grieving. 
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WHITE, DRIFTING, SOFT 


White, 
drifting, 
soft. No, not the thing 

that falls so far to chill and sting 
and run in rivulets to each root. 
This snow’s the fruit of that—and fruit 
of sun as well, and rain and haze, 
and verdant soil, and waiting days, 
and nature's secrets and delight. 
Dogwood blooms: soft, 

drifting, 

white. 


APRIL MORNING 


Who laid this shocking feast 
before my eyes? 


Iam no longer a young woman 
susceptible to dazzling. 

Yet I awoke this morning 
staggered! 


pink white pink white 
burst 
upon my eyes, my brain. 


Birds sing in lovely desperation 
sweet sweet, again again. 


Whatever or whoever 
put this here 

— process, spirit, mind— 
I succumb! 

I succumb! 


GENESIS 
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MOUNTAIN MIST 


Vagrant of the valley 
wanders through a wood, 
tumbles up a mountain 
emulating cloud. 


Sends itself out scouting 
where it wants to be. 
Has a go at wisping, 
experiments with free. 


Pulls itself together 
and backs into a dell, 
browsing on the brush, 
grazing on the hill, 


fading leaves of birches 
into ancient lace. 
Stretches out for running 
with itself a race. 


Skips across a hollow 
contemplating change, 
shifts smoothly into heavy 
and steals a mountain range. 


Counterfeits a blizzard, 
lifts one billow higher, 
goes dilute to smokey 
and pretends a fire. 


(Surely this is spirit 
playing Being Real?) 
Spins away in sunshine 
to its proper world. 
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GENESIS 


TREE 


What lovely things you do with rain. 
You slip it like a garment made of silk 


—a silver garment, sensuous—on your limbs. 


You let its molecules caress each leaf 
and teach you songs you never sang before 
and bounce in baubles off a laughing bough. 


You take it like a lover to yourself. 
Shedding its silk, you keep a million jewels 
to render slowly to a jealous sun. 
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RISING THINGS 


Fall holds a host of falling things: 

leaves floating groundward, crisp and bright; 
acorns that land with cheerful pings; 

soft showers, plashing in the night; 


sweet sap, that settles in the root; 
bird’s final dive beyond a blind; 

a football spiralled off a boot; 

and evenings, earlier hours assigned. 


But oh! my heart cannot conform 
to fashion. Every fall, I feel 
that blue smoke rising is the norm, 
and wild geese, soaring as they wheel. 


GENESIS 


INVASION 


A white invasion happened while we slept, 
whispered down air we thought belonged to us, 
assuming shapes vaguely resembling things 

we had around here somewhere yesterday. 


Confusion is complete! Step carefully 

into a world where everything is sealed 

for the duration; ancient laws are lost: 

sound won't behave, and nothing isn’t clean. 


But Ill not call for help. If my time’s up, 
I’m glad to have the winter way to go: 
wading into the very Heart of Peace, 
holding my breath, 


drowning in crystal snow. 
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SNOW ON HOLLY 


It snowed last night for Christmas. 
It snowed upon the holly 

to deck the day we feast away 

all want and melancholy. 


Oh my heart will feast on giving, 
my flesh on spice and cherry, 

my soul be fed at the manger bed. 
But my eyes will feast on berry. 


GENESIS 


THE CENSOR 


Now nature holds her breath. This is a night 
created white for casting shadows on: 

the heart becomes a mirror for the hush, 

the moon can learn its motion down a lawn. 


This is a night that cancels color out, 

blends sleep and death. The buried pulse is slow, 
and “wait” “wait” “wait” the only words 
uncensored by a night that’s carved from snow. 
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TREE QUERY, JANUARY 


Why do you hold 

here in the snow 

what the rest relinquished 
long ago? 


Dead leaves clinging 
to your bone, 

you mourn summer 
all alone. 


SPIRIT 


GENESIS 
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GENESIS 


HIS MUSE 


To my father 


His lively muse was not prepared to rest 
because he went to sleep, but sought a breast 
that held another heart that might be moved 
by muses. And it lit on one he’d loved. 


How else explain an urgent, quickened pace 


in what had been a bland, contented place? 
How else explain a heart that hums a word 
I’ll spend a lifetime trying to record? 
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RESPONSE TO EMILY DICKINSON’S QUERY 
OF THOMAS WENTWORTH HIGGINSON 


You wonder — Do they breathe? 
I only know — the Air 

where they reside grows thinner 
than Ether anywhere — 


I only know — a Brain — 
its oxygen deplete 

will stimulate a Lung 
small birds to emulate — 


Metabolism then 

to rival Hummingbirds’ — 

The flame — the flight — the passage 
accomplished by Your Word. 
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GENESIS 


IF IWERE A DANCER 


If I were a dancer, 

I’d dance in His passion, 
the Mind of creation: 

I'd leap to His call. 


I’d reach to His sinew 
stretched tautly above me. 
I’d swing in His gesture. 
I'd rise and I'd fall 


on His breath, on His lips 
where the seasons are formed 
and history opens 

and ages are closed. 
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MIDNIGHT DANCER 


“...a time for every purpose 
under the heavens ... a time 
to dance...” 


ward is still 

hours are winging 
brace lies mute 

but brain is singing 
and nerve can hear 
and sinew answer 
and bone obey. 


Arise, Dancer! 


GENESIS 


ON RECOGNIZING POETRY 


Sometimes it tells my body first, 
falls fully charged upona key 
that chases signals down the flesh 
electrically. 


And then, while barbs of rhyme or rhythm 
a firmer hold on me attain, 

it rallies for the penetration 

of my brain, 


more fully settling where I hold 
what I, at leisure, scrutinize 

to counteract the sudden force, 
the sweet surprise. 


And then it taps my memory, 
becomes acquainted with my life, 
moves confident beside my joy 
and knows my grief. 


“The word made flesh” accomplished then! 
From pen, from press set free, 

it breaks my life’s genetic code, 

and mutates me. 
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CON IMPAZIENZA 


As KLL plays Robert Schumann’s 
Davidsbuendler, I transcribe my poems 


She plays the piano 

and the things that come out of it, 

off of her fingers and over the keys, 

onto the hammers and out of the strings, 
—no,no! out of Schhumann— 

wash over my mind 


and drown every hope I might tell it with words 
that come off of my fingers and over the keys, 

onto the ribbon and out of the page, 

—no! come from the Schumann that lies in my heart, 
in the places I weep, 

in the places I sing. 


GENESIS 


PRAISE GOD FROM WHOM 
ALL MUSIC COMES 


Praise God from whom all music comes, 
praise Him for violins and drums, 

for reeds and winds, for hammers, strings, 
and all those loud percussion things. 


But praise him first for making sound 
that moves in pulses all around, 

for shaping rhythm, scale, and tone 
so we might feel much less alone. 


And praise Him, too, for minds that take 
and meld His sounds for beauty’s sake; 
and for each ear and lung and heart, 
reflex and sinew taking part. 


Praise Him for fingers that can fly, 
for patient teachers standing by, 
for egos trying as a team, 

for variations ona theme, 

for lonely practice, drills and runs, 
talent in daughters and in sons. 


Praise God for knowing some would meet 


Him only in the music’s beat. 


Praise Him for knowing I would see 


Him clearest in a symphony! 
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GENESIS 


AFTER THE FALL 
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GENESIS 


ASCENT OF HOMO 


I climb alone a labyrinthine way. 

(And amI drawn? or am] stepping free?) 
Trembling and a vast murmur, every day 

some new hope pressing, paining, changing me. 


Trembling and change. .. this is the way I’ve come. 
Cave-bedded, cold, I knew it every night 

I dreamed a dream pre-history. Weary, numb 
from suffering at my center, all delight 


was suspect then. But I know terror now, 

as unplumbed spectra flash upon my track: 
beautiful! bright! yet more suspect somehow 
than anything I conjured in the black. 


I fear the lighted eye will not discern 

the innuendoes of apprenticed power 

and fail the foot that took each fabled turn 
and stepped across the darkness to this hour. 
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MAY DAY! 


The day the news highlighted space exploration, rising incomes, 
and the burial of boxes of lethal gases in the ocean. 


The morning bird rubs off his perfect note 
against the sky. Once, twice, a dozen times, 
he draws an echo from a neighbor's throat, 
defining joy: To watch as morning climbs 
into the trees to tell him that his tone 

has conjured up another magic day. 

To speak across deep places with his own. 
To know so surely all he wants to say. 


The morning paper speaks of Mission Moon 

and chronicles a record GNP. 
Ten thousand shell-less eggs are laid by noon. 
A coffin cracks beneath a silent sea . 


GENESIS 


TWO DAYS 


Morning opens smiling 
Noon a question bears 
Evening carries answer 
Darkness closes tears 
Midnight passes praying 
Morning breaks in pain 
Noon makes an avowal: 
do not ask again. 


59 


60 


Jean Lenski 


QUICK, ANGELS 


Comment on a giant leap for mankind, 1969 


Quick, angels, look! earth’s master just shot by! 
...and scarcely an Age since I said to him, “Well, son, 
this globe, its beasts and flowers, its sea and sky, 
forces and laws, are yours, now, every one, 

to name and learn to know.” Great Gravity 

has bowed already to his rocket’s thrust; 

the Atom yields its wholeness at his hand; 

the Cow conceives her calf apart from lust. 


Poor thing—eager to chart the farthest star, 
harness the final forces raging wild, 

he leaves a seething slum to fight a war 

and orbits the earth above a napalmed child. 


GENESIS 


ONE NOTE OF JOY 


With rancor rooted in my soul 
and reason on its poison fed, 

I can’t remember love at all 

or reckon how to feel afraid. 


One note of joy my suffering hears: 
that God apprenticed as a man 
and had to learn the taste of tears, 
and know the trauma of our pain. 
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DIRECT HIT 


... try to hold on 
to One more tomorrow, 
even one huur... 


precious, suddenly, 


even grief... 


grasp loosened by hot rush 
of air 

sweeps away 

breathing... 


GENESIS 


WORLD WAR III 


The lines they bled erase. 
The shapes they wept expire. 
Future, perhaps, in space, 
Here: silence, fire. 
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WHISPERS 


Who cries beneath the hand 
that desecrates the glade? 
The life that was a tree, 

the lives that loved its shade. 


Wild wings that soared this space 
recall it in the wind; 

the terror of a trap 

leaps to assault the mind; 


the anguish of the mute 
treads nightly down the sky. 


We taste in every tear 
the salt of every eye. 


And all who laid love low 
still mourn by ancient graves; 
the sea instructs its dead 

to tell us in the waves; 


and all who sought a star 
have wept to learn of cold. 
All that was near is far. 

All who were young are old. 


Suffering is the bond 

that renders whispers loud, 
out of acommon wound, 
beneath a common shroud. 


GENESIS 


LADY EARTH 


The lady seems worried lately, 

preoccupied 

—like a mother who just learned her only child 
is ill with an incurable disease. 


She keeps holding up small, lifeless things 
for me to see, 

and when I will not touch them 

but turn, wordless, away, 

I think she weeps. 
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CRISIS 


World population, now 5.5 billion, is projected to increase to 
8 billion before the year 2020. 


It has arrived: the cruel, the crucial time 

when hearts retreat before the word “Tomorrow.” 
Oh children, children! So many of you were made, 
so many of you made only for sorrow. 


Cruel time, the moment of your conception: 

Joyless, surely ... a thing of pain and tears. 
Hope waits within too large a generation. 
The future falls upon too tender years. 


GENESIS 


REALITY 


Fools! smiling fools, and blind and deaf! 
You claim no Hell and turn away 

from crumpled faces of the damned 

who rub your shoulders every day. 


You cover with a soothing noise 

what desperate whispers try to scream: 
Hell is the one reality 

and Hope the cruel, the dangerous dream. 
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PRAYER FOR THE NINETIES 


Forgive our faith 

that Someone will make right 
what we make wrong. 

Wean us from wishing wells. 


Help us believe 

that Hell is only here; 

that Heaven is here, but only 
in certain sets of mind 


and genes and circumstances 
and, when it comes, is transient. 
Give us the grace to see 

we are a common clay. 


GENESIS 


THE DAY AFTER RUMORS 


Nothing she knew prepared her for the pain: 
the veins of all the living wept beneath 

the tightening of the chain 

laid on the shoulders of Earth. 


Conspicuous, a nation of consumers 
murmured toher we’resorry sorry sorry. 
It was the day after rumors, 

the day she really began to worry. 


The poor, inured to suffering, simply murmured 


asalways tonoone please please oh please. 


A day not long to be remembered: 
the beautiful, 

the proud, proud planet 

on her knees. 
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DEATH 
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TO THE WARMTH OF STONE 


Enter the chapel 

Touch the stone portal 
Touch the dark wood 
Touch the cold face of 
the loved one before you 


Turn away now from 

a life that is over 

To the warmth of wood 
To the warmth of stone 


GENESIS 


METAMORPHOSIS 


To E.C. 


If you walked in, the way you used to come, 
spring in your step and summer on your face, 
my name leaving your lips erasing space 
between us: what lay cold in me, and numb, 


and, weighted, weathered, waiting for release, 
surviving metamorphosis to stone, 

would stir beneath the clay behind the bone 
and, faulted by despair, be rent by peace. 


73 


Jean Lenski 


74 


MONOTONE 


I know a face that knows the hand of Pain. 
Prosaic sculptress, at her clay again. 


Her fingers, facile, tireless, uninspired, 
suggest a mission to depict the tired. 


The ever-finer chiseled chin and cheek 
reveal preoccupation with the weak. 


Her hand, automaton, decrees each eye 
shall daily deeper in its orbit lie, 


Deletes non-classic curves til there are none, 
discarding clay she will not lay back on. 


And in his drug-bought sleep, sans proper light, 
her hand rests on him lightly all the night, 


Keeping the clay just moist enough for Pain, 
with morning light, to start her work again. 


GENESIS 


THE FEW 


These are the ones to whom it’s given 
to know what credo means. 

As sure inherently of Heaven 

as written in their genes, 


they turn from sunshine to the shade, 
from crowds to be alone. 

Easier martyrs these have made, 
easier dying done. 
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GIFT FROM THE VALLEY 


In loving memory of John McLain, aged 9 


For seven days and seven nights, 
stark on his face had lain 

stigmata of those shadowed walks: 
bewilderment, and pain, 


and mute exhaustion—nothing more. 
Then, without warning, he 

looked carefully into my eyes 

and tossed a smile to me! 


GENESIS 


MOTHER’S WATCH 


I watched you, death, for many weeks 
and learned the way you stake your claim 
to boys of nine. I’d little doubt 

that you would win—not once your name 
was written on his face by those 

who are your allies: pain was there, 
stealing the softness from his face, 
replacing interest with a stare. 

And weakness! that he hated more: 

it came as sucha large surprise 

and never left until it laid 

the final lids across his eyes. 


But death, your ranks were not so full 
as Iam told they’ve been before. 

I watched a mother’s watch, and know: 
fear never got inside John’s door. 


fi, 


78 


Jean Lenski 


EN ROUTE TO THE HOSPITAL 


slower wheels than I can bear 
hurry 

hurry 

get me there 


light turns granite 
air turns stone 

no need tell me 
he is gone 


GENESIS 


MASQUERADE 


This is the part I can’t believe: 
The headlines do not hold the news. 
The voices ona radio 
drone on, content, with sports reviews. 
No clouds obscure the sun: it drops 
as hot as any other day. 
A flag, full-masted, licks the air, 
and women shop, and children play, 
and all of nature I can see 
is masquerading as benign. 
This is the part I can’t believe: 
they named you dead and there’s no sign 
of chaos, of a world gone mad. 
It is not written in the sky 
nor signaled by a single face 
of all the faces passing by. 


And yet, how kind that things should be 
incomprehensible to me. 

A little space, if not again, 

something looms larger than the pain. 


79 


Jean Lenski 


RO 


LESSON 


Of hearts, your leaving taught me best: 
that ailing ones weigh more than well, 
of excess nerves in every cell, 
precise location in the breast. 


For I, remembering your face, 
knowing you will not come again, 
could write a treatise on the pain 
and draw a chart to show the place. 


GENESIS 


AUTUMN LEAVES 


No wonder we like to watch: 
you do it to such perfection 

—as if you did not mind 

—as if you were made for dying. 


Some of my friends and I 

—and oh! my love and our children— 
are watching you and wondering, 
watching you, and wishing. 


Your fall impressed us so, 
we've started keeping notes: 


You always choose the ideal time to go: 
while you are lovely still, and still are loved. 


You wear such smashing colors at the end. 
You whisper with those around you all the night. 


You spend your final days playing with wind 
and bathing yourselves in mists and gentle light. 
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FINAL AFFAIR 


Lay me in sand or lively loam, 

my limbs still loose, my blood still warm, 
my flesh still sweet. To that brief bed, 

I’d wear no wood or stone or lead 


to hide my open heart and hand. 

You loved me; you will understand: 
I would be ravished, won by death 
as I was ravished, won by life. 
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EVE 


GENESIS 
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SOUL SONG 


My soul is an eagle 

desiring deep spaces 
for soaring, 
exploring. 

It defines grace as 
regal. 


My soul is a dove 
coveting peace 
for mating, 
creating. 
It defines grace 
as love. 


GENESIS 


A POEM ABOUT ME 


I know the things I lack. 

I know the things I fail. 

I know how often I must grasp 
a cue, a hope, a rail, 

a hand held out to me 

and cannot stand alone. 

But then, how would I ever leap 
with attributes of stone! 


RT 
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THE CUP 


So much I wanted joy, 

so dearly would I pay, 

I bartered boldly with the Fates 
and traded peace away. 


My eager hand lies still. 

My ready lips grow numb. 

I lost the only Cup could hold 
the Wine I thought I’d won. 


GENESIS 


GRID-IRON DEFICIENCY 


What do you recommend 
for one who cannot see 
the point? Year after fall, 


stadium without end, 
it passes over me, 
emotionless as the goal, 
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PARTY POEM 


I cannot comprehend the joy 

I see in faces. 

Some people find their peace of mind 
the strangest places. 


In crowds that numb my heart and tongue 
are those who love it. 

Held captive there, some savoir faire 

is all I covet. 


GENESIS 


THE BURDEN 


I bore a burden I despised 
because I could not see 
significance or purpose 

to lighten it for me, 


until my burdened sister came 
and I could understand: 

I'd been in training so I'd know 
to reach and touch her hand. 
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THE CASE FOR PEACE 


A Villanelle 


Just think how peaceful life would be, 
how very near a state of grace, 
if words were taxed and silence free. 


If each one paid who spoke to me, 
by phone, fax, tube, or face to face, 
just think how peaceful life would be. 


And oh, the misers I would see 
delete the word and scratch the phrase, 
if words were taxed and silence free. 


How still the beams that span the sea, 
how soft this year’s election race! 
Just think how peaceful life would be. 


The lover, silent on his knee, 
the worshipper, silent in his praise, 
if words were taxed and silence free. 


Here, by French rule, I rest my case 
for peace, summed up in little space: 
“Just think how peaceful life would be 
if words were taxed and silence free!” 


GENESIS 


REJECTION 


I put away the One 

who is to others Grace. 

To Him, they turn their smiles. 
From Him, | turn my face, 


assured He'll be adored 
by those who fail to see 
the agony of children 
who live across from me. 
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CHANGE 


The courage it takes, 
the patience I need, 
the difference it makes 
to abandon a creed. 


GENESIS 


EVE IN LOVE 
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GENESIS 


THE DREAM 


We clung to vines together in the night 


and plunged down pools of moonlight to a stream... 


Today, I look on you with new delight 
for what we did together in my dream! 
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FOR GERRY 


I 
If I should give my all, 
t’would be to just a few: 


Music, a book, a poem, a child, 
and you, my love, and you. 


I 


Asleep, I hear your step, 
and start. 


Then my mind presents me 
forty-five years of you. 


My heart beats faster 
with joy. 
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FRAGRANCE 


Blue hyacinths from hands I love 
take decades off my age, and his, 
and give again to me this trove: 


the second Christmas of our bliss. 


GENESIS 
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I FALL EASILY 


I fall easily into things: 
an infant’s eyes, 

a peach rose opening 
to perfection, 


and into the Being 
that is the ocean, 
and into the pain 

of people in despair. 


And | fell easily, once, 
in love 

and still am there today 
with you. 


GENESIS 


STILL, STILL ALIVE 


Where is the girl I was 
when I was the age she is? 


Where is my flying hair 

and slender waist? And where 
that pink spring of the skin 
that rose so free? Within. 


Still, still alive in me, 

the girl I used to be! 

Still young and fresh and fair 
because—still—you care. 
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AFTER THE DREAM 


“Why do you weep, my love? 
Why do you weep? 

I heard you murmuring 

all through your sleep.” 


"T saw you go, last night, 
last night again, 

go to that other house 
far down the lane.” 


"Tlay by you, my love, 

all night by you. 

Last night and every night 
I have been true.” 


“Only a silly dream! 
Later, I'll smile: 

Even forgive you, dear... 
... after awhile...” 


1nd 


GENESIS 


THE CALL 


{ could not come of my accord: 

[ could not bend my will. 

Then, in the night I heard your voice 
...my heart can hear it still . . . 


You called me when I needed you! 
Whatever else may come, 

I will remember that, and bless 
your cry that brought me home. 
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WIFE’S RETREAT 


Tired, confused, I reach 

an hour where none can bind 
my thoughts to his with speech. 
Alone, I’m free to find 

the feelings in my years, 

free to go searching after 

the springs that fed my tears 
or bubbled with my laughter. 
Free to retrace old roads, 
climb every wall I see, 

until I understand 

the miles that made me Me. 
Alone, I walk the ground 

I lonely walked—and bless 
that crossing where I found 
an end to loneliness. 
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NATIVE TO ME 


If, when I’m gone, you should recall my face 

and grieve to see the way it looked that space 

when prayers nor tears nor your dear love availed me, 
remember all I told you of that painful, unlit place 
native to me, and rest, darling, rest: you did not fail me. 
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GENESIS 


MOTHER EVE 
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GENESIS 


JEANNIE PAUSES, PORCELAIN 


Jeannie pauses, porcelain, 
offers me a flower. 

Oh clearest, shining child, 

I'd thought of you as pottery: 
all auburn hair and laughter. 


Why is it that, today, 

I can almost see through your flesh? 

And your smile is breakable: 

one tremble, I think, and you will shatter. 


That new little sister, you know, 
is not a figurine to replace you: 
the shelf of my heart is large. 


My lap is, too. 
Right now, first-born, 
it’s all for you. 
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REMEMBERED LAUGHTER 


Behind me is a meadow 

where I delight to go 

and wander through the blossoms 
that sweetly, brightly blow. 


Each is a single moment 

my children’s laughter blessed. 
Each has a shade, a fragrance, 
different from all the rest. 


I know my flowers are small, 
their roots in clay concealed. 
But oh! you must admit 
they make a lovely field. 


GENESIS 


MOTHER'S PRAYER 


Oh Christ, if I could only leap 

across the dishes and the beds, 

skip past the meals and marketing, 

the unironed jeans and unwashed heads, 


what I could write of quietness, 
what I could write of solitude, 
would put ten sinning extroverts 
into a deep monastic mood. 
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RETICENT WOMAN 


Surpassing other wonderfuls 
would be for someone near 

to comprehend quite suddenly 
the burden that I bear. 


To see, quite suddenly, and clear, 

—and make the others see: 
I wish to speak one thousandth of 
the words they ask of me. 


GENESIS 


JOHN MCLAIN 


(1955-1965) 


John looks up at me 
and suddenly I see 
the wonder of that small, thin face. 
The hope and trust and laughter 
brimming there 
chase weeping, frightened Prejudice 
into its dark hiding place 
in 
a 
nar- 
row 
white 
cell 
where none will ever know my joy. 
For I dearly love you, John McLain, 
my laughing, crying, 
teasing, sighing, 
nine-year-old black boy. 
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KATHY, BACH, AND I 


When Kathy plays her Bach, I sing inside. 
No voice can keep that pace, lacking the wings 
her fingers wear, the wings that carried Bach. 
And so, when she plays him, then something sings 
that usually just listens. Some free pulse 
or impulse in me learns it, too, can fly. 
And spirit joins to spirit as we three 
get on with music: 
Kathy 
Bach 
and I. 


GENESIS 


THE WALL 


For My Child 


If I could scale it for you, that wall your tears 
describe, I would approach so eagerly 
it would lie down before the threat of me. 
Then I would step acruss the harmless heap 
and you would follow after. 


If I could scale it tu your tender years, 
your tenderness, reduce the height, depth, length 
you've wordless wept, my joy would be your strength. 
Then you would look and take a little leap 
and I would hear your laughter! 
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FRAGMENTS 


A world when it shatters 
scatters shards. 


Flesh even of the heart 
may be torn. 


No analogy is known 
for that degree 
of wound. 


Subsequent healing 
is the worst life can hold. 


I write this to tell you 

you are not alone: 

my heart caught splinters 

of the shards yours has known. 
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OUTCASTE 


I am untouchable today. 


Because I screamed and yelled, 
I am untouchable to all 
my family. 


Yet I have heard them scream, 
and cry, writhing in anger. 
And I have touched each one, 
trying to ease their pain. 


Why do I frighten them? 
Are my wounds putrid, stinking? 


Or do these people fear 

they'll catch, somehow, my anguish, 
as they’ve caught, 

sometimes, 

my love? 
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CRUEL WOMAN 


I am a cruel woman. 

I hate! — all who milk me 
of time, my time; 

who pull me 

as I teeter 

on the edge 

of a feeling. 


Watch out, loved ones, watch out: 
This is heavy air. 

If I fall here and strike my heart, 
who will you milk then? 


Caution! I may desert. 


GENESIS 


INCLINATION 


The agony of helplessness 
when others lean on me, 
always the one inclined to lean 
against eternity. 


Now daily I must prop my soul 
and starch my will and brain 

until my precious weak are weaned 
and I can lean again. 
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CIVIL WAR 


Beloved boys, 
shaped by your father’s joy, and mine, 
born welcomed! welcomed! welcomed! 


Both beautiful, 

both bright, 

grew up to give allegiance 
to different flags. 


Oh my dear sons—aim not 

at one another. 

Shoot at the stars. 

Oh my dear boys—live not for 
father, mother, 

country, God, or any cause. 


Just live—and let 
your priceless brother live. 
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GENESIS 


FOR HER GRANDFATHER 
This will erase your blues, 
should you be having any: 


Jenny is one-fourth you, 
and you are one-fourth Jenny! 
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THE LEASE 


Sometimes the wish to sing 
is all a day can tell. 

If nothing else gets done, 
that day is looking well. 


Merrily, merrily, dear ones! 

Go cheerily, not forgetting 

this day, this hour, is but a lease, 
too brief to waste regretting. 


Delight is all that’s worth, 
if any’s worth at all, 
and if it cannot sing, 
too bad upon us all! 


Merrily, merrily, dear ones! 
Why do we keep forgetting 
that, verily, life is but a lease 
and God’s the one subletting. 
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EVE REMEMBERS 
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GENESIS 


REMEMBERED WORSHIP 


Remember, remember the worship of childhood? 

the song of the sinew? 

the laughter of limbs? 

the dance through a house that was shrouded in darkness? 


Remember, remember the roll down a hillside, 
the scramble up trees 

and the plunge in a pool? 

the shaping of sand by the sea into splendor? 
the ear that could capture each note of the wild? 


Remember your worship when you were a child? 
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THE MIRACLE OF MOLECULES 


The miracle of molecules 
that conjure mighty things! 
A whiff of balsam: I am five 
and Christmas angels sing. 


GENESIS 


MISTS 


When I approach a certain spot 
my early childhood knew, 
mists of some old emotion 
obscure it from my view, 


and I move on to higher ground, 
uncertain of my role: 

rejoice, or weep, because that space 
lies hidden in my soul? 
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SUDDEN MEMORY 


I ran to sudden memory 

of early, sunny hours 

when we walked woods together 
accumulating flowers. 


And I embraced that memory 
until it brought me pain. 

Still, still I held it til it vowed 

to — sudden! — come again. 


GENESIS 


MEMORIES 


The cruelest ones delight to hide 
in rooms we cleaned and left for bare. 
Mute in the darkness they reside, 
forgotten, unsuspected there. 
Curled in corners, under shelves, 
they must congratulate themselves. 


Then, chancing by, we see a glow 

and, without thinking, fling the door. 

They still survive, neglected so, 

those sets and stars of years before? 
And they are crueller, brighter now, 
outshining even joy somehow. 
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AFTER THOUGHTS 


M.C. tu D.C. 


I thought that it was love 
that held me to your side, 
but now the lace is loosed, 
I see that it was pride. 


I thought that it was fear 
that would not let you rove. 
But now I see your tear 

and know—it was your love. 


GENESIS 


EVE’S CROSS 
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EXPLANATION 


I am less here than others. Practicing 
the art of poise upon a slender ledge 
that drops down days, resolving not to sing 
a favorite nocturne, pruning back the edge 
of dreams—all these are such consuming tasks. 
And morning means that I must nurse a flame 
so I can study what the daylight asks, 
and research why 
and memorize 
my name. 


GENESIS 


WISDOM FOR US 


There is, with some of us, a grief 

we never thought to share: 
too vague for tongue to try express, 
too large to fit an ear, 


too much of Self for us to lose 
until our total dies. 

Wisdom, for us, is training it 

to keep its current size. 
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HERITAGE 


I am eternally heir to the ache 

that catches the heart while others laugh, 
descending to depths alone with my soul 
while others look at each other and love. 


The hour before dawn is mine, reserved 

for wishing not to wish to die. 

I am heir to the edge of that shadow, that veil, 
so many are obliterated by. 


GENESIS 


ANALYSIS 


something forgotten lost omitted 
trace element i never knew? 
essential synapse not completed? 

a gene, a chromosome too few? 


icannot name the thing i lack 

i cannot prove the crime committed 
ionly know the air is black 
something forgotten lost omitted 
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now authenticity 
mask off cloak gone 
naked empty 
scared alone 


this is a large me 
taller than touching 
wider than holding 
heart Overgrown 


this is an old me 

i thought i’d lost her 

but she has been waiting 
hidden within 


it is the child me 

i recognize her 

i hear her screaming 
under my skin 
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LETHAL LIFE 


Sometimes I manage hanging on 

by hammering cries into the side of night, 
or grabbing blindly, desperately, as | fall, 
at slash-sharp edges of remembered light. 


And I can hang suspended there til day. 
Are all lives lived in such a lethal way? 
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PARTY-SURVIVAL INSTRUCTIONS 


Innocence, meaning to amuse, 
can activate a knell. 

But if I make a smile begin 

at advent of my hell; 


if Ican push a question out 
that finds my watchers wise 
at drawing from another well 
than that within my eyes; 


if 1 can keep on breathing in 
and breathing out, I’m led, 
lives later, off for wraps. And | 
can take hell home to bed. 
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GENESIS 


DECEMBER, 198- 


I flip the pages of every book 
and every magazine 
I get my hands on. 


Somewhere, there's got to be 
someone with a solution 

to what is wounding me 
mortally. 


If | keep flipping pages, 
I'll learn to breathe again. 
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WISH FOR ME 


Wisha wind to move me, 
wish a flower to bend me, 
something wild above me: 
I am too still. 


Wish a grief to stun me, 
wish a hate to burn me, 
some fierce fate fall on me: 
Iamso cold. 


GENESIS 


THAT DAY 


I wrapped my brain in black 
carefully 


and bathed in blank 
and breathed it 
carefully 


Do not disturb escape 
precious! 
precious! 


Narrow space 
of dark protections 


suspend 
catatonicize me 


years 
ages 
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ANOTHER WAY 


Something must spring from suffering—something kind 
that hints of light, 

rumors, at least, of closing of the night 

within my mind. 


Something must happen soon suggesting day, 
its golds, its blues. 

If suffering is sterile, I will choose 

another way. 
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GENESIS 


THE HAND 


The hand held out to me 
who cannot stand alone 

is only Death’s today; 

All others are withdrawn. 
So I will crawl these hours 
until I’m sure I see 

the nature of this thing 
that seeks tu steady me. 


143 


Jean Lenski 


144 


GENESIS 


EVE HOPES 


145 


Jean Lenski 


146 


GENESIS 


SKY LIGHTENS 


Sky lightens. 

The source of light is hid 
beyond earth's curve. 
Still, night is shattered. 


Hearts hope, 

with little reason, God knows, 
on this poor earth, 
blood-spattered. 


What light is breaking there, not clearly seen? 
What spirit broods and moves beyond our pain? 


Creator! are you still there? 

Not dead because we named you Dead? 
Do you still, somehow, care? 

Touch us! We care too, 

and are afraid. 
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SWIMMERS 


Some people plunge into things 
and really live, 
and know deep places. 


You stride into your days that way, 
getting properly soaked 
—and properly scared! 


You emerge, choking with life 
and laughing . . . laughing. 


But I stay in the shallows 
because I cannot breathe, 


And I survive on hope: 
that Someone does exist 


Who'll teach His children, someday, 
how to swim. 


Then I will streak in confidence 
across His mind 

and you and I will plumb deep spaces 
among the stars. 
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ANALOGY 


Before you went, we saw the buds 
curled, cool and still, against the tree, 
unable to reveal to us 

how lovely spring would be. 


Today I found them fully blown, 

a drift of snow above my head. 
Your body lies beneath a stone, 
the flowers I laid there, dead. 


And you? Somehow my skeptic heart 
insists upon analogy: 

Your life has opened ina Spring 

not yet revealed to me. 
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LIGHT 


"At speed of light, all things are light.” 
Oh God of light, You must move fast! 
Do those we've laid beneath the night, 
while we're asleep, leap up and past 


our vision? Do they roam our skies 

or visit near us, hanging low? 

My child once said, with laughing eyes, 
"I'd like to be a rainbow!" 


GENESIS 


CERTAINTY 


I sought a certainty 

to put where faith 
had been before, and I 
found only death. 


I called for company 
to wait for death, 
but all had left me 
except for faith. 
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WHEN I AM DYING 


When I am dying, borrow all 
you will of eye or skin 

or other part, and shape no box 
to put the remnant in. 


Instead, select a little spot 

of water or of sod 

where I can teeter for a breath 
and tumble in to God. 


GENESIS 


THE WAIT 


Within my frozen heart, I sense a power 
I used to know. I wait the thawing hour: 
I wait for spring. 


I wait and die and listen for a bird 
to tell in notes that only grief has heard: 
“You, too, will sing.” 
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OF ALL THE JOYS 


Of all the blessings I have known 
the ones I needed most were these: 
The people I have loved, loved me. 
I’ve seen the mountains, known the seas. 


Of all the joys a Heaven might hold, 

these are the best that mine could bring: 
To love as I have tried to love. 
To sing as I would love to sing. 
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AFTER A LONG TIME SILENT 


It whispered to me today 

after a long time silent. 

It got to me today 

through Bach and a bit of Handel, 
with help from a little lady 

who plays a mean recorder 

and from a cheerful fellow 

who loves his cello. 


Working through them, that thing 
I call the holy spirit 

for want of a better label 

touched down again this morning. 


How many lives have shuddered 
shut in raw conclusion 

since that day my brain let go 

its old belief that Beauty 

might have its origin 

in the brain of the race named man? 
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AFTER VIEWING PHOTOGRAPHS OF 
NAPALMED VIETNAMESE CHILDREN 


Their night 
has shut my eyes. 


From molten faces, from those 
who let this be, I turn, 
yearning for something good, 
stretching, scratching to catch 
a pattern for the 
pieces a piece of lov- 
ing kindness a kindness 
in their purpose 
A purpose to the pain. 


A sigh 
opens my eyes. 


I gaze on nature’s face, 
on nature’s child, in grief: 
small skull, so large 
above her shrunken limbs. 
Ashamed, I'd turn away, 
only thoseeyes! those eyes, 
flooded, awash with questions! 
Softly 
she sighs to death. 


I think 

of sacrifice. 
(One brain, so goes the Book, 
registered his God’s breath 
suggesting he roast his son.) 
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From Psalmists and their God 
—the God of harvest, Who 
created procreation— 

I turn and, turning, find 
there’s nowhere else to turn. 


Only a monstrous void 

flooded with light, with darkness 
Only a universe 

awash with hope, with questions 
Only a brooding spirit 

shrouded in Mystery. 
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TO AGED PARENTS 


When we must let you go, 
we'll sing a prayer 
while we are weeping, 


as you and we have sung before: 
“May all Thy saints 
be, always, in Thy keeping.” 
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HOURS 


Hour-hands on childhood clocks , . . how slow 
they were! Remembering them, I know 
I'll never need this faith, last breath: 

Prompt resurrection after death. 


For if the hours more swiftly move 
through life, the leap to death must prove 
an understatement David's praise: 

“Ten thousand years are yesterdays.” 


So I'll put on a dusty gown 

and pull the deepest darkness down 
and tuck night’s hem beneath my chin 
and welcome other creatures in 


and wait through races yet unborn 
who'll stir the gown that I’ve outworn, 
and never fearing I'm forsaken 

I'll dream an hour before I waken. 
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THANK YOU 


Thank you, sweetheart, for tenderness to me. 
For I have never wept and failed to see 

your strong hand reaching quickly for my own, 
assuring me I do not grieve alone. 


Thank you, faint Voice, for whispering to me. 
For should I, someday, weep and fail to see 
his hand reach out—in that, my deepest pain, 
I’ll wait with hope to know his touch again. 


GENESIS 
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